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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Ls HE following Piece is founded on the Ja Diſa- 
1 Hitata of the celebrated ABE METASTAS1o: 
In reading the Performance/ of that great Genius, the 
. - preſent Writer received ſo exquiſite a Pleaſure, that he 
contracted a Paſſion for the Subject, and could not re- 
frain from exerciſing his Pen upon it. In the Proſecuti- 
on of his Plan, he knew enough of the modern Thea- 
tre, to perceive that it was thin of what our Play-follow- 
ers call Buſineſs; and he was aware that on the Stage it 
might prove (to uſe Milton's Words) very d:fferent from 
what among us paſſes for Beſt. The ſame Remark was 
made by a Friend of the Author's, who thought it ha- 
_zardous to offer to a popular Aſſembly a Piece, in which 
there were none of thoſe Strokes that generally ſucceed 
with the Multitude. Can't you,” faid he, throw 
- « in ſomething here and there to ſeaſon it more to the 
public Appetite ? — Suppoſe you were to change the 
“ Title, and fix the Scene among the Anthropophagi,” or 
among the Men, whoſe Heads io grow beneath their 
_ .* Shoulders -a few of thofe extraordinary Perſonages 
* exhibited on the Stage, will prove very acceptable: 
What think you of an Jriſb Servant in it? — That cer- 
tainly will inſure Succeſs, the more eſpecially if you 
add ſome aerial ' Beings, and conclude the Whole 
with a drunken Song by the Tars of OA England.” 


The Author was -ſenſible of the Force of theſe Obſerva- — 


tions; but the Ga RAT MiLTon (mentioned above) ſtared 
him in the Face, with his Reflections on the Error of 


introducing trivial and vulgar Perſons, which, by all. 


* Judicious, hath been counted abſurd, and brought in 

% without Diſcretion, coxRUPTLY to gratify the Peo- 
© pie.” *—He therefore determined to preferve the In- 
tegrity of his original Deſign, and to try what would be 
the Effect of a ſimple Fable, with but few Incidents, _ 
n entirely by the Spirit of Poetry, Sentiment, and, 
Paſſion. To combine theſe three Qualities is indeed an 
ide, Preface to Samſon Agoniſter. 


} ; 


arduous ' 


2 —— 


1 


— oath wg wang Wav mms r * 
— — 


3 


=" — 
- * 


— 
1 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


* . Taſk ;+ and the Author, therefore, does not 


flatter himſelf that he has entire! y ſucceeded in fo difficult 
.an Attempt. 


In Juſtice to 1 he thinks proper to inform 
the mere Engliſb Reader, that he hath not been a Tran- 
ſlator on this Occaſion, but has followed the Impulſe of 
his own Imagination, excepting in a few Paſſages. The 


Iratian Potr gave the Fable; the preſent Wri 


made his own Uſe of it; or in other Words, the 
Ground-work, or Canevas, (as the French call it) is 
MerTasTas10's; for the Colouring Mr. Murphy is an- 


ſwerable. 


N 


He could not but be ſurprized to find that, on the firſt 


Night, the Scene in the third Act, between Sy/via and 


Henrico, was deemed equivocal. There is always a ſuf- 


ficient Number ready to afcribe to an Author various 
Meanings, which he never had, and fee at Cannon's 
„ what was never there.” — To theſe Gentlemen he re- 
tturns his Thanks; but the Species of Wit, which they 


are willing to allow him, he begs leave publickly to dif- 
chim. The Character of a Girl, who has never ſeen a 
Man, and who has been taught to think of fuch a Being 
with Horior, is merely imagin but the poſſible, or 
Poetical Exiſtence of tuch a Girl be being once eſtablithed, 
it is to be wiſhed that the Critics would agree what 


Queſtions it is natural for her to aſk on her firſt Interview 


with a Man. MerTasTas10 makes her ſay, 
Che wuoi.da me ; 
Un Dem Sei dungque ! 
Andiamo Infieme, ' | 
Ah ! troppo non trattenerti, .&c. » * 
And theſe little Touches, (fo differently do we judge in 


* 


England) were thought abroad to be delicate Strokes of 


the molt elegant Simplicity, 


- He could wiſh it had been 3 underſtood that 


it was not a TR AGH D he offered to the Public, but a 


" Dramatic Porm; that is to ſay, a Piece with ſome 


intereſting Situations to engage the AﬀeQions, but which 
ictureſque Imagination to diſ- 


affords more Room for a 


play itſelf, cara is * allowed to the more impor- 
unt 


ADVERTISEMENT: 
tant Concerns of real Tragedy, where the Diſtreſs ſhould 
be always encreaſing, where the Paſſions ſhould be 

always riſing to fuller and ftronger Emotions, and 

. where of Courſe the Poet owght not to find Leiſure for 
Imagery and Deſcription. Had this been felt and ac- 
3 no Body would have looked for another 
Kind of Entertainment than was promiſed, and the 
Smiles ariſing from SyYLv1a's Dread of a Man (on the 
firſt Diſcovery of him), and her gradual Attachment to 
him in Compliance with natural Inſtinct, would never 
Have been judged inconſiſtent wich the Colour of the 
Whole. But if the Author of the Deſert 1/land has erred 
in this, he has the Conſolation of having erred with the 
greateſt Poet now in Europe, . | 

As many of the malevolent: Writers of the Age have 
heretofore honoured the Author with their Abufe, and 
as he was apprehenſive that they ſtill remained under the 
Oppreſſion of their Dullneſs and Obſcurity, it was deem- 
ed proper to call them forth into Day-light, by exhibiting 
one general Repreſentative of them all on the Stage. 
For this he returns his Thanks to the Author of the Pro- 
logue; and if any needy Bookſellers, or unhappy Au- 
thors, can find their Account in taking further Liberties 
with him, he hereby declares, he ſhould be ſorry not to, 
haye Merit enough to provoke. ſome of them; and for- 

their Encouragement, he adds in the Words of the noble 

Author of the Chara@eriftics, ** He will never reply, un- 

<6 leſs he ſhould hear of them or their Works in any. 
« good Company a Twelve- month after“. 
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| Pebeld a Phat 0 Author of to-night 


A rreafare this, of profit and delight ! 


Ee ů — — 


* 
| 
| . 
* 
i 4A 
| 
. 


Written and Spoken by Mr. GARRICK, 
In the Character of a Dx UNKEN Porr. 


4 LL, all Gall out—all that 1 know and feel ; 
1 xwill by Head u—19 bigber Powers appeal ! — 


No, no,— they can't ſoy that, with all their ſpite : 


A, you may frown looking behind the Scenes) Pm at. Heu, 


great and ſmall -- 
Yeur Poet, Players, Managers and all —1 „ 
7 hefe Fools within here, fwear that Pm in liguor — _ 
My paſſion warms me— makes my utt'rance thicker — 
J totter too - but that's the Gout and Pain,— 280 
French Wines, and living high, bave been my Bane.— 


From all temptations nw, I wiſely fleer me. 


Nor acill ] ſuffer one fine Woman near me. . 


And ibis I facrifice, to give you pleaſure — 5 
Fer you J ve coin d my brains, —and here's the treafure.! \ 
[Polls out A PR iS 


And all thrown by for this damm d fluff to- night i= — 
This -is a play would water eu ry eye 


VI but lock upon't, it mates me cry : 
| #4 Play would tears from biood-ftain'd Soldiers draw, 


And melt the bowe's of-bard-hearted Law t oy 

Would fore and aft the form proof Sailor © ag 

Keep turtle eating Aldermen avvake ! _ 

Would the cold blood of ancient Maidens thrill, 

Aud make ev'n pretty younger tongues lie fill. 

7 bis Play not en Managers would refuſe, — 

Had f n but giv n em any brains, to chu?! 

«abuts ** his Manuſeripe. 
TS TYoun 


=== 


— 
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J) 8 
Wer Bard to-night, bred in the ancient ſchoo!, ; 
Deſigns and meaſures all by critic rule; 

Mongſt Friends—it goes no farther — He's a fool. 

So wery claffic, and ſo very dull— — 

His Deſert Iſland is his own dear Skull: - „ 
No Soul to make tbe Play: hanſe ring, and rattle, | 
No Trumpets, Thunder, Ranting, Storms, or Battle ! | 
But all your fine poetic Prittle-prattle, 

The Plot is this —A Lady's caſt away —— 5 
„Long before the beginning of the Play; 

And So are taken by a Fiſherman, 

The Lady and the Child — tis Bays's Plan 0 


Ss on be blunder.— He's an Iriſhman. —— * 
"Tis all alike — his comic fluff 1 mean — | 
hate all humour - it gives me the Spleen ;- , | 
So damn em both, with all my heart, unfight, unſeen. , 


But ſhould you ruin him, flill Im undone 

Pre try d all ways to bring my Phenix on Q N 
OS. [cschewing his Play again; 

Flatter I can with any of our Tribe 

Can cut and flaſh — indeed I cannot bribe ; 1 95 

What muſt I do then? —beg you to ſubſcribe. 4 

Be hind ye Boxes, Galleries, and Pit | 

 *Tis but a Crown a piece, for all this Wii: Fond 7 

All Sterling Wit—to puff myſelf I hate ; 7 

You'll neer ſupply your wants at ſuch a rate x 


% 


Tis 2vorth your money; I Tvould ſcorn to wrong ye. 
You ſmile conſent - I'll ſend my hat among ye. 
| [Geing, he returns. 
So much beyond all praiſe your-bounties ſwell ! | 
Nat my oton Tongue, my Gra-: ti-tuae can tgll— 
„A little Flattery ſometimes does well,” © 
| "3-4 ___  [Staggers off 
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Dramatis: 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


| M E N. 
- FERDINAND, Huſband 10 7 Mr Hori ws, 
Conſtantia, ? 
Hrn&1co, Friend 3 MN - 
| t. FEET WOOD. 
Ferdinand, N. CID +I 
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ConsTanTia, _ Mrs. PRITCHARD, 
SYLV1a, ber Daughter, Miſs PriTcHarD. 
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SCENE, A Desexrt IsrAxn. 
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DESERT ISLAND. 


S 


The tene e 4 vale in the Deſert fand A by- 
rocks, caverus, grottos, flowering ſhrubs, exotic trees, . 
and plants growing | wild, On one fide is a cavern 
in a roch, over the entrance of which appears, in 
large characters, an unfiniſhed inſcription. ConSTanTIA® 
is diſcovered at work at the inſcription," in a romantic ha- 

bit of ſkins, leaves, and flowers ; in her hand ſhe holds a+ 
broken feword, and -flands in att to finiſh the  imper<" 
Se inſcription... 


Aster a Jure paxſs, foe bites 

R EST, reſt my arm—ye weary finews, reſt - 
| Awhile forget your office — On this rock 

Here fit thee down and think thyſelf to ſtone. ef 
[Sits doxwr, - 
Would beav'n ! could [ris] Ye ſhrubs, ye name- 

' leſs plants, 

That wildly. gadding midſt the riſted rocks 


W. thy your fantaſtic ſhoots ;ye darkſome trees, 
AS” © ES 


- 
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10 The DrskRr ISLAND. 
That weave yon verdant arch above my head, 
had'wing this ſolemn ſcene ;—ye — caves, 
Romantic grottos, — all ye objects drear,— _ _. 
Tell me, in pity tell me, have ye ſeen, „ 
Thro the long ſeries of revolving time, 
ln which you have inclos'd this lonely manſion, 

Say, have ye ſeen anather-wretch like me ? — 
No, never '— You, in tend reſt ſympathy, 


Have join'd my plaints you, at the midnight hone) 
When with uprooted hair I've ſtrew'd the earth, 


And call'd my huſband gone z—have call'd in vain, 


Perfidious Ferdinand !—you, at that hour, 

Have waken'd echo in each vocal cell, 

_ 'Pilkev'ry grove, and ev'ry mountain N * 
Mourn'd to my griefs reſponſive - Well you know | 

The ftory of my woes — Ev'n yonder marble 

Relenting feels the touch; rectives each trace 

Fhat forms the melancholy tale. — Tho' rude, 

Aud jaexpert my hand; — tho' all uncouth 

The jaſtrum« at, —ytt there behold my wok 

Well nigh nee. me about it ſtreight. 

be. advances toward the rocks 

Ye deep engraven letters, there remain ;. 

And'if in future time reſiſtleſs fate 

Should throw ſome Briton on this difmal ſhore 3. 

Then ſpeak aloud ; — to his aſtoniſh'd ſenſe. 

Relate my fad, my memorable caſe 

Alatm his ou}, call out he 


STOP TRAVELLER 
> Ones > 
___CONSTANFIA, © 
WITH. HER LITTLE INFANT, 
SYLVIA, 
Was DESERTED BY HER Mus BAR, 
THE PERFIDIOUS 7 
FERDINAND; . 
10 PRETENDING TO: LAND- HER. | 


The DESRT ISLA No. 1.1. 
FOR REFRESHMEN'T 5 
' PROM. THE DANGERS OF A STORMY SEA,. 
1 BARBAROUSLY LEFT HER _ 

ON THIS UNHOSPITABLE ISLAND, 
WHERE sHE ENDED HER DEPLORABLE LIFE; | 
- FRIEND 

WHOE'ER THOU” Ax r, . 
PITY MY woes, 
BUT' AGAINST MY HUSBAND, 
(FOR LOVE LIKE MINE CANNOT FORGET- 
WHERE ONCE WITH- DELIGHT. IT FIXED) 
1 CHARGE YOU NEVER MEDITATE R - = = - | 


Revenge [/—the word Revenge is wanting Rill. 

Ye holy powers I if with one pitying look 

You'll deign to view me, grant my earneſt pray'r-! 
Let me but finiſh this myeſad inſcription, GE. 
Then let this buſy, this afflicted heat 


Be ſtill at once, oo beat my breaſt no more. 
[She goes on on ber work, 2 


| Enter SY LVIA; 


| HE 8 Y L VI A: | 
My-deareft mothet —oh 1. quite out of breath. 


CON STAN TIA. 
What i is the matter; child? . 


5 . SYLVIA 


: Why, ma'am; my heart, | ts 5 
Beats wild with Ne ſuch an incident! 3 


| ON ANTI. 


What incident, my ſweet ? . 
| | SYLVIA 


— — + 
, — — 


e The DrskRr IsLANB. 


| | SY Lb VakA + : 
— bo 
My dear, my lovelieſt fawn, — for many days | 
Whoſe loſs I've mourn'd; for whoſe dear ſake Ive leſt 
No corner of the iſle unſearch'd ;—this moment 
Oer the dew-ſpangled lawn, with printleſs feet, 
Came bounding to me ; playful friſk'd about 
With inexpreſlive airs of glad ſurprize, 
With eager ſigns of 'tranſport—Big round tears | 
Stood trembling in his eye, and ſeem'd to ſpeak 
His fond regret till mingling with his joy. Le 


1. , ONSTAR TIA”. 
And is it that, my love, delights thee ſo ?— 


- SYLVIA. | 
And can you wonder, my'am ? - yes, that delights me, 
Tranſports me, charms me ;— he's my darling care, 
My dear companion, my ſweet little friend, | 

That loves me, gambols round me, watches ſtill _ 
With anxious tenderneſs my ev'ry motion, 

Pants on my boſom, leaps iato my arms, - 

And wanders o'er me with a thouſand kiſſes. 

Before this time, he never once ftray'd from me 
El thought I loſt him ;—but he's found again! 

And Tan you wonder I'm tranf] ported. thus! 


Co NS TANTIA. 


Oh ! happy ſtate of innocence ? how ſweet 
Thy joys, fimplicity,'e'er yet the mind 
With artificial paſſions learns to glow's ; 
Ere taſte has ta en our ſenſes to her ſchool, . 
Has given each well-bred appetite her laws, 
Taught us to feel imaginary bliſs, 
Or elſe expire in elegance of pain. 


9 3 8 VL VIA. 
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| e oben es ee} 


_ Give laws to appetite ;—forbid each ſenſe 


Oh 


. Endearing accents, and the ſoft 3 
With which he led me to yon moſs 


To miniſter delight; your eyes are dimm'd 
With conſtant tears; - the roſes on your cheek n 
Fade like yon violets, when exceſſive dess & 
Have bent their drooping melancholy heads; 


% 


Soon they repair their graces; ſoon recall 


Their aromatic lives, and ſmiling yield 


_—_— 


Io ſighing Zephyr all their balmy ſweets, _ Ty 18. . 


To grief you're ſtill a prey; ſtill wan deſpair 
Sits with'ring at your heart, and ev'ry feature 


Has your directions to be fix'd in woe. 


Nay, pr'ythee now clear up - you make me fad— 
— Will you Mama, forget your cares? 


.CONSTANTIA.. 
Forget ! W 15 

H ſweet oblivion, thy all healing bam . 
To wretches you refuſe !—can I forget N 
Perfidious Ferdinand ? — His tyrant form 
Is ever preſent The deluding looks, 


. 
N - 
— 


clad cave; 
There to repoſe awhile oh!] eruel man! 
And you, ye conſcious wilds, I call you falſe! 


Accomplices in guilt — The Zephyrs bland 


That pant upon each leaf ;— the melody 


That warbles thro” your groves; the falling ſountains- . 


That at each deep'ning cadence Jull-the mind, 


WMWere all ſuborn d againſt me; all conſpir d 


To wrap me in the ſilken folds of ſleep. 

Sudden I wake — where, where is Ferdinand? 

I rave, I ſhriek, —no Ferdinand replies ;—  VoA—— . 
Frantic I rpve thro' all your winding glades,—- 


I ſeek the ſhore ;—no Ferdinand appears— 


* 
= 


Unfurling all her fails—I call aloud, 


I climb yon craggy ſteeps ; I ſee the ſhip 


— 


I amp; 


on The Desk Rr ISLAND. 


Iſtamp, cry out: — deaf as the roaring ſea 
He catches ev'ry gale that blows from heav'n; 
And cen his liquid way. 


. eee % - LY I A. 
Why will you thus | 5 855 
Recal your paſt afflictions ? — ͥ 


CONS.TANTIA. 


Ah ! what then; . 
Thou, wretched Conſtance: MEAT Abs hy bebe 


L rend my treſſes, — beat my breaſt in vain; 

In vain ftretch.out theſe ineffectual arms, 

Bierce with my frantic cries the wounded air;. 
Daſh my bare boſom on the flinty rock, 

Iben riſe again, and ftrain' my aching fight; - 

Jo ſee the ſhip ſtill leſſ ning to my view, 

And take the laſt, laſt limpſe, as far, far off. 

In the horizon's verge he dwindles ſtill; _ _ 

Grows a dim ſpeck, and mixes with the cloud 5 
Juſt ea ad Ms loſt ,—ab! ſeen, no more. | 


s VL VIA. 


I pr 'thee don't talk ſo—my heart dies in me 
Why won't you ftrive a little to U 
This melancholy theme ? the twilight grey 
Of morn but faintly ſtreaks the eaſt; the ders 
Still glimmer thro the whit'niag air; the groves: | 
Are mute; yon all-devouring deep lies huth'd ; 
The tuneful birds, and the whole brute creation: - 
Still fink in ſoft oblivious lumber wrapp'd, * 
Forgetful of their cares; —all.—all but you 
Kno ſome repoſe ;—you paſs the dreary night: - 

In tears and ceaſeleſs grief; then rifing wilde 
Anticipate the dawn, and here reſume -  _ 
© Your doleful taſk, orelſe aſcend the height = 
Of yonder promontory. ;- there forlorn . 
You fit, and hear the brawling waves beneath 
ane che * ſhore 3. your brimful eye 


PO: 


Stil! 


o \ Fa 


The DzsERT ISLAND. LY 


Still fix'd on that ſad quarter of the heay'ns. 
Where my hard father diſappear d. | 


JV 
My melancholy loves to dwell ; there loves 
To ſit, and pine over its hoard of grief; 
To roll theſe eyes o'er all the ſullen main, 
In hopes ſome fail may this way ſhape'its courſe, 
With tidings of the human race Oh! hearns!' 
Could I behold that dear, that wiſh'd for ſighht, 
Could I but ſee ſome veſtiges of man, | 
Some mark of ſocial life, ev'n tho' the ſhip | 
Should ſhun this ifle, and court propitious gales 
Beneath ſome happier clime ; yet ſtill the view - 
Would clear my foul, and my heart bound with joy- | 
At that faint proſpe& of my fellow creatures 
But not for me, ſueh tranſport ;—not for me— © 
Dear native land, I now no more muſt ſee thee, | 
Condemn'd in ever-during folitude to mourn, -— | 
From thy. ſweet joys, ſociety, debarr'd ! 


SYLVIA. 

But to your happineſs what's wanting here 
Eull many a.time I've heard you praiſe the arts, 
The poliſt'd manners, and gay ſcenes of bliſs- 
Which Europe yields—yet ever and anon 
I from your own diſcourſe can gather too 0 
That happineſs is all unknown to Europe; 
That envy there can dwell, and diſcontent? 
The ſmile, that wakens at another's woe; 
The heart, that fickens at another's praiſe; 
The tongue that carries the malignant tale; 
Ihe little ſpirit, that ſubverts a friend; : 
Fraud, perfidy, ingratitude, and murder. 
Now ſure with reaſon I prefer theſe ſcenes 
Of innocence, tranquillity, and joy! 
. CON S. THAN TIA. 

Alas! my child, tis eaſy to forego. 


- Vaknowa delights— pleaſures we've never felt — _ 
ke "SELL VIA 


* 


A — 


— 
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Are we not here what you yourſelf have told me 
In Europe ſovereigns are ?—-here we have fix d 
Our little ſylvan reign.— The guileleſs race 
Of animals, that roam the lawns and woods, 
Are tractable and willing ſubjects; - pay 
Paſſive obedience to 1 yon ſea 
Becomes our tributary ; hither rolls 1 
In each hoarſe-murm ring tide his various ſtores 
Of daintieſt ſhell-hſh—the unbidden earth, ; 
Of human toil all ignorant, pours forth 
Whatever to the eye or taſte can prove 
Rare, exquiſite, and good—at once the ſpring _ 
Calls forth its green delights, and ſummer's bluſh 
_ Glows on each purple branch. The ſeaſons here 
On the ſame tree with glad ſurprize, 
| Behold each other's gifts ariſe: 
Spontaneous fruits around us grow ;. 
For ever here the Zephyrs blow: 
Sͤhrubs ever flow'ring. 
Shades embow' ring; 
Heav'nly ſpots, 
Cooling grotts, 0 
Verdant mountains. 
Falling fountains ;. 
Pure limpid rills, | 
Adown the hills, 5 8 
That wind their way , Fd 
And o'er the meadows play, + 
Enamour'd of th' enchanted ground; 


- CONS-TANTIA 


What is this waſte of beauty, all theſe charms 

Of cold, inanimate, unconſcious nature, 

Without the ſocial ſenſe ? thoſe joys, my Sylvia, 
Thou can'ft not mils for thou halt never known em. 


+ SYLVI& 
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err 
But ſtill, thoſe beauteous tracts of Europe, | 

Which you ſo much regret, are full of men; 
And men, you know, are animals of prey: 


Lm ſure that you yourſelf have told me ſo 
A thouſand times. : 


CONSTANTIA. 


And if 1 have, my child, | 

I told a diſmal truth. —Ob-! -they are wi. 
Inexorable, cruel, fell deceivers; 

Their 2. hearts no harbour know 
For . trut humanity, or love, 


'SYLVIA. 


Well then, in this lone ile, this dear retreat 
From them at leaf were free — 


a CONSTANTIA. 


Poor i innocent ! 1 
Le can't but Dore for her- le into 7 ears, aft. 


SILVIA, 


Why « fall afreſh . 
Thoſe drops of forrow _ pray you, now give o er. 


', CONSTANTIA. 


My heart will break -I do not grieve, my child 
I can't conceal wy tears—they muſt have . Es | 


S 
Nay, if you love me, ſure you will not thus 
| r my heart ake within me! 
oy : CONSTANTIA. Yo 
N 5 ſweet — - * : 5 
0 my wee 1 will 


7 4 2k | if 


4 


N 
ö 
| 
| 
3 
| 
| 
: 
| 


2 8 Nay do, Mama—1 beg you-will—you ſhall. 


Sylvia, no! 


3% Bp The DesERT ISLAND. | 
_ - Ewill not weep—all will be well, my love— 


Oh! miſery!—I can't, —I can't contain - 
The black ingratitude !—— U eepi. 
: 8 


Say, is there aught - Ss TS 
That I can do, Mama, to give you.comfort?— _ 


f there is, tell me—ſhall I fetch my fawn? 
Dry up your tears, and heis.your's this moment, 
Ell run and bring him to you. — | By 


% 


.:  CONSTA N TIA. 


S.YLVIA, | 
[Exit: 
CONSTANTIA h. 


Alas! I fear my brain will turn the ſun 
Full fixteen times hath made his annual courſe,, 


Since here I've dragg d a miſerable being, 


The victim of deſpair ; which long e er now, 
N muſt have foro d me dai 
My brain in madneſs on yon flinty rocks 


And end my pangs at once; if the keen inſtinR. 


Of ſtrong maternal love had not reſtrainꝰd 


- My wild diſorder'd foul, and bade me live 
To watch her tender infancy.; to reer 
Her blooming years; with fond delighted care 


To tend each bloſſom of her growing mind; 

And ſee light gradual dawning on her ſoul. 

And yet to fee her thus, to fee her here, 
Cut off from ev'ry ſocial bliſs ; condemn'd 
Like ſome fair flow'r that in a deſert grows, 

To breathe its ſweets into the paſſing wind, _ 
And waſte its bloom all unperceiv'd awa / 


It is enough to break a mother's heart. 


Let me not think on;t—let me ſhun that thought. 
SENS [Sits down and fings. 


. 7 Y 3 * 
Kan! What. 
+ 5 8 4 bo 
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What tho' his guilt my heart backt torn, 
Yet lovely is his mien, v2 
His eyes mild-op'ning as the morn, 
Round him each grace is ſeen. 
But oh ! ye nymphs, your loves ne'er let bim win; 
For oh! deceit and falſhood owe within, 


| IL, 
From his red lip his accents ſtole, 
Soſt as kind vernal ſnows ;. 


Melting they came, and in the ſoul 


| Deſire and joy aroſe. 
But oh ! ye nymphs, ne'er liſten to his art, 
For oh! baſe falſhood rankles in his heart... 


II. 


He left me in this lonely ſtate ! 
He fled, and left me here, 
Another Ariadne's fate, 


| To mourn the live long year. 
He fled— but oh ! what pains the heart muſt prove, 


When we reveal the crimes of him we love! 
Re-enter SYLVIA. 


SYLVIA, 


cannot bing him now—in yonder ſtream - 
That thro' its pebbled channel glides along 
Soft. murm' ring to: the ſex, he ſtands to cool 
His beauteous form in-. the ou limpid 1 rill. 

| But ſtil] he ſhall be your 8 988 a 


const ! TIA. 


To as! my child, 
8 Lo thee he « cauſes joy — but j joy 1 to me 


Theres 


— 
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There's nothing now can bring left by my hufband.! 
By the falſe barb'rous man 
3 SLi 

And yet this man 8 Ie” | 
You ſtill. regret—you- muft excuſe me now - 
J vow, I can't but think, *midit all your grief, 
All your reproaches, your complaints againſt him, 
That ill this man, this cruel fell deceiver, 

Has found, — I know not why — within your breaſt. 
Some tender advocate, to plead his cauſe. 


9 


an \ 


CONSTANTIA. 
© No, Sylvia, no; my love is turn'd to hate 


$SYLVIA. 


Then dry your ſorrows and this day begin 
A happier train of years—and lol the ſun. 
Emerges from tlie ſea—He lifts his orb  _ 
Above the purpled main, and ſtreams abroad 
His golden fluid o'er the world - the birds 
Exulting wake their notes —all things rejoiee, 
And kills, and groves, and rocks, and vallies ſmile, 
Let me entreat you then forget your cares, + 
And ſhare the general bliſs. —— 5 
[The Sun is ſeen to riſrat a diſtance, as it were 
: EN Ee out of the ſea. 


CONSTANTIA.. 


Qnce more all hail, : EE an 6G 
Thou radiant power, who in your bright career 
Or riſing or deſcending, haſt beheld. | | 
My never-ceaſing woe !—again. thou climbt 
In orient glory, and recall the cares 
And toils of man and beaft—but oh ! in all- 
Your flaming courſe, your beams will never light | 
Upon a wretch ſo loſt, ſo curſt as Iam. 1 = 
| | | | | SYLVIA 
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SYLVIA. 
And yet my mother Z 


CONSTAN TIA. 


Mine are * pangs, my child, 

Strokes of adverſity no time can cure, 

No lenient arts can ſoften or aſſuage. 

But I'll not grieve thee, Sylvia—T'll retire 

To ſome ſequeſter'd haunt—There, all forlorne, 


Ell fir, and wear myſelf away in thought. [Exit, 


 SYLVIA alam. 


Alas! how obſtinately bent on grief 

Is her whole mind !—the votariſt of care 

In vain I try to ſoften her afflictions, 

And with each art beguile her from her woe. 

1 chide, intteat, careſs, and all in vain. | 
And' what to me ſeems ſtrange, peryerſe, and wond' tous, 
The more I ſtrive, the more her ſorrows ſwell ; 

Her tear: the faſter fall, fall down her cheek 

In ftreams ſo copious, and. ſuch bitter anguith, 

That I Hyſelf at length, I know not how, 

Catch the ſoft weakneſs, and o'ferpow'r'd with griet, 


Flow all diflolving 1 in. unbidden tears. 


. - J 


Aſſiſt her heav'n,—Her heart will break at laſ.— 
I tremble at the thoughg —I'll follow ſtraight 
And ſtill imploie, beſeech, try ev'ry way 
To reconcile her to herſelf and me. 
But ſee, look yonder! what a ſight is there! 
What can it mean, that huge enormous maſs. 
| That moves upon the boſom of the deep! | 
—=A floating mountain !-—no—a mountain-never__ 
-Could change i its place—tfor ſuch a monſtrous bulk 
. How light it urges on its way—how quick, 
Hou rapid in its courſe! - What can it be 
—PII tow'rd the ſhore, and from the pointed rock 
That juts into the waves, at leiſure view 
This d rous ſight, and what i it is explore. 
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* 
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Ss EN E, Another view of the iſland, with an open- 
ing to the ſea between ſeveral bills and rocks, 


Enter SYLVIA. 


SYLVIA. 
| 87 IL L I behold it—ftill it glides along 
Thro' the tumultuous ſea—and lo! before it 
'The'waves divide! and now they cloſe again, 
Leaving a tract of angry foam behind. 5 

It muſt be, ſure, ſome monſter of the deep; 
For ſee ! — upon its huge broad back it bears 
Expanded wings, that, ſpreading to the wind, 
Lie broad incumbent o'er the ſurge beneath—. 

Ah! fave me, ſave me! - what new forms appear! 
What ſhapes of unknown beings riſe before me ! 3 

From yon huge monſter's ſide they iſſue forth, 
And bolt upon the ſhore !—behold, they ſtop, 


And now with eager diſconcerted pace 


Precipitate ruſh forward on the iſle, — 
Now mongſt the rocks they wind their ſilent way. 


— 


3 Frx- 
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— 


Fenvinand and Henrico appear. 


Protect me, heav'n ! J Fry me! field me! —ah! "i 
Hide me, ye woods, within your deep receſs ; : 
Ne'er may theſe monſters-penetrate your haunts; 2 
Ne'er trace my footſteps thro' your darkſome ar. 1 I 
Behind the covert of this woodbine bow'r i 
Oh! 1 ITE conceal d- 


: 12 retires 


; PFerpiNanD and Henzrco | come forward, 1 5 


HENRICO. 


No trace appear, 
No veſtige here is ſeen of bun kind. 

Tis drear, tis waſte, and unfrequented all. 
And hark! - what noiſe ?—from yonder toiling deep 
How dreadful ſounds the pealing roar !—my 1 
My valued Ferdinand, tere beſt retite. 
| This cannot, be the place , 


FERDINAND. 


Oh ! -my y Henrico, | | | 
This is he fatal ſhore—the wel]: "IPO ſcene, 
Yon bay, yon rocks, yon mountains, from whoſe brows 
Th' imbow'ring foreſt over: hangs the deep, 
Each welk-remember'd object ſtrikes my view, 
Anſwers the image in my mind preſerv d, 
Engraven there by love's recording hand, 
And never, but with life, to fade from thenee. 


HENRICO. 


And yet thy love · enfeebled foul may form 
Imaginary tokens of reſemblance. _ 
This foil unbeaten ſeems by mortal ſtep. 


—— 
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FERDINAND. 


5 No, my Henrico, rde ene res | nee | 
My heart in ev'Ty pulſe confiems-it to me 
This is the place, the very place, Where — 

Began to weave the tiſſue of my woes. 
Oh! I was curſt,” abharr'd of heav'n, or elſe - 
I ne'er had truſted the contentious waves, 
But * my ſtore of n at Fenn. 


HENRICO. 


Repine not for an action that aroſe nes 0242-6; 
| From filial piety, —a father's mandate 2 
| «goa d obedience from you. eb 47 


DIN AND. 


To his ſummons 8 we 
] paid a glad attention yet, eav ot 
Why in = early æra of 5 FR 8 | 
| Should then his orders come, to daſh my Joys — 
Oh ! I was bleſt with all that rareſt beauty, - 
With all that ev'ry Venus of the mind. 
The tender heart, and the enliven'd wit $4450 
Could pour delightful on the raptur'd ſenſe 
| Of the young bridegroom, whoſe admiring ere | io 
Still hung enamour d on her ev'ry charm, = 
And thence drank lon . draughts of loves. . 
Unſated ſtill, an indling at the view: E 


RT HENRIC O. | 
Thy fate indeed was hard. - . 4 5 


FERDINAND. 


| 
{ 
| 
| 5 Hear'n knows it was 
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Each ſoft deſire, eich joy refin 4 was mine— 
The hours ſoft glided by, and as they paſs d 
Scatter d new bſeſſings rom their balmy wings; 
They ſaw our ever new delight; they faw | 
A blooming offspring, crown- our mutual 5 5 
The mother's features, and her ev'ry grace 

In this our daughter exquilitely trac d. 
But to be torn from that ſupreme of bliſs, 5 
My wife. -Conſtantia, - and m my eee babe; 
Here to be left on this untravell'd iſle, | 1 po 
To pine in bitterneſs of want [—their bed 
The cold bare earth. while the incſement winds. 
From yonder main came Wear round their heads, 
Until at length the friendly hand of death | 


bn pity threw ans Ow: pon their woes. 


- | 


H p N R 1 C 0. 
Too * En e 0 = 


. 


. FERDINAND. 


Perhaps, my friend, * 
Perhaps when OO in the pan ; of death. 
—— When ev'ry beauty faded from her cheek, 
And her eye lan; viſh'd motionleſs and dim, | 
Perhaps ev n then, in that ſad diſmal hour, : 5 
My name ſtill bover'd on her quiv'ring lips. | 
And nought but _ ROO tear me from her heart, 


HENRICO. 


vs 331 


Her terd'refl een no doubt \ were fix 90 on the. 


rbb | 


Her tend reſt Re Baa 6b no-Ller utmoft 8 de | * 
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Who knows, Henrico, but ſhe deem'd me falſe, 
Deem'd me a vile deſerter from her arms? _. 
She did, —ſhe muft—each ftrong appearance join d 
To mark me guilty - Oh! that thought ſtrikes deep 
Its ſcorpion ſtings into my very heart. . NT | 
Could the but think me ſo retin'd in guilt, 
So exquiſite a villain, as to cauſe 
A moment's anguiſh in that tender breaſt, 
Where all the loves, where all the virtues dwelt, 
A were mifery,—'twere torture in th' extreme 
And yet ſhe thought me ſuch - by heav'n ſhe did —— 
.Accus'd me of the-worſt, the blackeſt treaſon, _ 
Of treaſon to my love---ſtung with th' den 
She roam'd this iſle, and to theſe deſert wilds 
Pour'd forth her lamentable tale; Who knows 
But on ſome craggy cliff whole nights ſhe ſat 
Raving in madneſs to the moon's pale gleam ; 
Until at length all kindling into phrenzy, 
Claſping her infant cloſer to her breaſt, 
With deſperation wild from off the rogge 
Headlong ſhe plung'd into the roaring waves, 1 


While her laſt accents. murmur'd faithleſs.F erdinand 


\ 
1 


_ HENRICO. 


DiſtraQ not thus your foul with fancied woe. 
She could not think thee faithleſs ; thee, whoſe mind, 


Whoſe ev'ry virtue were ſo well approv'd. 85 
FERDINAND. 


Still will T hope ſhe did not Oh! "ſhe knew 
I made that voyage in duty to a father. 
Awhile we ſteer d a happy courſe, until 
Beneath the burning line, from whence the ſun 
Ia ſtreight direction pours his ardent blaze 
On evTy fever'd ſenſe, a ſtorm aroſe, 
Sudden and wild; as if a'war;of nature 


„ 
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Were thund' ring o'er our heads full twenty days 
It drove us headlong on the daſhing ſurge 
Far from our deſtin'd, way, until at length 


In evil hour we landed on this iſle. : 


SYLVIA relurus, and peeps from behind a bedge. 8 : 


| SYLVIA.- 
Meth6ught 1 heard a found, as if they both 


Held mutual converſe y onder lo they ſtand —— 


They do not follow me—what can they be. 
FERDINAND. 


There is the ſpot, juſt where yon aged tree 

Imbrowns the plain beneath, on which the villains, 

The unrelenting band of pirates, ſeiz'd me— , 

There I receiv'd my wound, and there 1 fought- 

Till my ſword ſhiver'd in my hand---worn out, 

Oppreſs'd by numbers, pow'tleſs, and diſarm'd, 

They bore me headlong to the beach; in vain 

Piercing the air with horrid cries; in vain 

Back tow'rd the cave, where poor Conſtantia ſlept, _ 
With her lov'd infant daughter in her arms, ö 

Straining my ardent eyes my eyes alone ! 

For oh! their cruelty had bound my arms, 

And tears and looks were all I then could uſe. _ 


; \SYEVIA- g 


The voice but indiſtinct. y ſtrikes my ear, 
Would they would turn this way. 


. 


4 . V — Tr — 
—— — — 
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-Fetter'd, ty'd down, 
They dragg'd me to the veſſel— bote me hence 
In vain our ſhip purſued—In vain gave chaſe—- 
Form'd with deteſted ſkill th guilty bark | 
-In which they plung'd me, gl ding o er the main 
Outſtripp'd their tardy cour they ſteer'd away 
Far to their regions of accurſed bondage, 

Far from Conſtantia, far from ev'ry joy 

A doating buſband, and delighted father 
| Feels in mix'd rapture with his wife and child. 

Oh! 1 could pour my plaints--—but TH not wound 
Thy ear, my friend, with further lamentation. 


HENRICO. 


"Would beavn I could remove the cauſe— 


FERDINAND: ; 
Alas! | | 5 
That cannot be. Thou canſt not bid retunn 


The irrevoc ble flight of time; recall 

The moments of our young delight ; annul 

And render void, what once the hand of fate 

Hlath from its ſtores of woe, pour d down upon me. 


SYLVIA 


— 
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* Why: will the Rand with looks averted thus? 
8 bab to 4663 countenance and mein. 


FERDINAND. 


But yet, thou beſt of Flends, yet grant me this; 
Aſſiſt my ſearch ;----oh ! Jet me roam around 
This fatal ore the iſle's circumterence 
Circles a ſcanty ſpace we cannot loſe 

Each other here do thou pucſue that path 


29 


t leads due caſi—chis * Pl OE courſe, 4 * 


HEN R ICO. 
By bedr n end is no taſk of an 
Of toil, or danger but III try for thee; 
For thee, my friend; — to thee I owe my life, 
And that more precious boon, my liberty: 
Thou haſt releas'd me from the. galling chain, 
From ſlav'ry's bitter preſſure twas thy ſkill 


That form'd the plan of freedom, ſein'd the veſſel;. 


And made your friends the partners of your flight. 
For thee Ii] roam around---but oh! I fear 
Our ſearch will prove in vain — 


PERT DI ** AN * 
Too fure-it > 


i And 2 it is the doom of wrt like mine 
3 
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To dwell for ever on the ſad idea 

Ot the dear object loſt ; to viſit oft 

A lonely 6-7 ev'ry well known ſcene, 

Each haunted. glade, where the loy'd object firay'd ; hk 

Jo call each circumſtance of paſs'd delight 5 
Back to the ſoul; in fond excurſions ſeek 

The dear lamented ſhade---Then, oh! my friend, 

Then let me taſte that fad, that penſive comfort, 

Ya nge thro' theſe wilds; aſcend each craggy ſteep, | 

Ity in each grotto, in each gloomy cave 

| * * there remain ſome ve 'ge © of Conſtantia. 


C= 


| HENRICO. 
On vonder beach we'll meet agiin—faremell! "oP 


SYLVIA. 


Conceal thee Sylvia ; ah it comes this way TH | 
Thea let me ſeek the covert of the woods, 
Where nods the browneſt horror; there lie ſafe 


From the youſual bght e of theſe N * 3 
| 5 e th. 


'HENRICO, E. 


How cruel is my friend's condition EF ou 'd 
For ever to regret, yet never find 2 
The object of his ſoul---his early love. 

He laviſh'd all on her with her it goes 

J the dank grave, and leaves him hapleſs here 


Io die a — Verl Ff „ 


— 


— 
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By ev'ry office friendſhip can perform. _ . 
f To heal the wound that preys upon his lite. 


— 


Tait. | 


| The back ſeene cliſer, and presents 4 thick wood; then 


Pa 


SYELVIA- 


What have my eyes beheld my flutt'ring heart: 

Beats quick in ſtrange emotions---from yon grove: 

Of tufted trees, I ſaw this nameleſs being 

Walk o'er the ruſſet heath---its face appear'd_ 

Confeſs'd to view---It cannot be a man 

No lines of cruelty deform'd his vifage.--- 

Were it a man, his untam'd favage foul 5 

Would ſtronglyſpeak in each diſtorted feature---- © 

This was all pleaſing, amiable and mild - 

A gentle ſorrow, brightning into ſmiles. 

Such as beſpoke a calm, yet feeling ſpirit, 

Sat on its peaceful brow, and o'er it threw 

A gentle gleam of ſweetnefs and of pain. 

Alt cannot be a woman"neither=-no-- _ 

The dreſs accords not with that mode, which oft: 

My mother hath deſcrib'd--Wuhate'er'it be 

Attraction dwells about it; winning ſmiles ;- 

Aſſuaſive airs of tenderneſs and joy. 2 

Ill feek my mother--ſhe perhaps may know- 

Theſe forms, to me unuſual - Hy this row 

Of darkſome pines, my ſteps all unperceiv- d 

May gain the place where with aſſiduous hand 
works, and teaches the rude rocks to tell 

Her mournful elegy—what mean my feet? 

—Why ſtand they thus forgetful of their office ? | 
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Why heaves th involuntary ſigh l- —and wu 
Thus in quick pulſes beats my heart ? my eyes 
A miſty dimneſs covers In my ears | 
Strange murmurs ſound—my very breath is loſt— 
What can it be ?—I know thee fear !—'tis thou 
That cauſeſt this !—and yet it can't be fear— 

Fear cannot thrill with pleaſure thro' the veins ; 
Knows not this dubious joy— theſe grateful tremblings-- 
I cannot gueſs what theſe emotions mean, . 
Nor what this buſy thing my heart would want! 

Let me ſeek ſhelter in my mother's arms. [Exii. 


* 


Scene changes Jo the firft View .of the iſland where Con- 
9 eranTia's mfeription l , 


No never mere ſhall theſe fond eyes behold her, 

Loſt, loſt, my poor Conſlantia loſt In vain 

1 fearch theſe gloomy woods---ln vain.call out 

Her honour'd name to ey'ry hill and dale. 

My eyes are falſe, or on the craggy baſe | 

Of yonder rock ſome inſtrument appears, dog 

The mark of human kind {Takes it u. 

A broken ſword!  . _— | 3 

Oh! all ye heav'nly pow'rs !---the very ſame - 

This once was mine---unfaithfull to its truſt 

It fail'd me at my utmoſt. need I fee  - 

The well known characters; the very words. 

That form'd its motto- -- tis, it is the ſame— 

Oh! were Conſtantia ſound l. -Wwhat do Lſee 2. 

All o'er with hair the flinty cock beſtrewd - 

Theſe were her decent treſſestheſe in anguiſh | 
She tore relentleſs from her beauteous head. 

Up by the roots ſhe tore, and ſcatter d wild, 


, ” So my / 


To 


— 


The Drszar ISLAND. 2 
To all che paſſing winds-—ſhe Kill may live! 


Conſtantia ?---my belov/d,---my life, return Th 


5 Conſtantia! ---ha!-—what myſtic characters | 
Are hewn | into the rock-?---my name appears | 
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Support me, heav'n!---ah ! no-with-hold your aid, ; 


Ye unrelenting pow'rs, and let me thus, 
Zach vital 3 — thus 3 


4 


Lb _ the rock. 


Enter Hzxx1 co. 


„ 1 
„ + * 


H ENRICO. 
© What hoa !---my Ferdinand I this way the Rand 
Struck on my liſt ning ear What means my friend 


Thus growing to the rock, transform di to ſtone, 
A breathing ſtatue, n os ſhapelels piles _ 


i — 
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» 3 
- we t«- % 


endes there ried there * 5 
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SHE 3 * DEPLORABLE LI. 


| Aa? my gettin r ny Fry : 


Tc form b pitt ö pd l It Webie Pes: 
Now rouze thy ſtrength, my Ferdinand, and bear 
a Fd 0 of orrow like a man. 3 FM 
ER. 
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FERDINAND. „ 
1d 44 a4 4 3 * 


Tee ee ae ie 11k 
Theſe eyes are dry. their very ſource is dry—- | 
Il am her cruel huſband to, the laſt.----= 


of : 1 
HENZIGO:. +: 18 


Gh * thou wert ever kind and _— to ber. . 


FERDINAND- 


Tender and kind fold es? {.. there Rande the black; 
The horrid roll of guilt denoune'd againſt me. 
Lo! the dread characters let me peruſe | 

The whole fad record; of this bitter woe 


Still deeper drink; and gorge me with afflition.* 
(79 reach. 


FRIEND! 
| oO IA THOU ART, - 


PITY MY WRexcs, 
BUT AGAINST MY HUSBAND, © 


(ron LOVE: LIEE MINE CANNOT -FORGET | 
; nE "ONCE "WITH DELIGHT IT x1xED) 
x I 'cHARGE-YOU NEVER MEDITATE. dba SEO 


. Revenge, ſhe meant to * word's begun 5 

Bat death untimely ſtopt her hand oh! miſery ! 

She thought me falſe, and yet could love me ſtill-— 

The wound now pierces deeper had ſheloath'd me, 

Abhorr'd me, cufs'd me, twere not half the torture 

3 cauſer-—and | to loſe her 1 25 
To 
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To loſe a mind like her's, that thus could pour 
' Such unexampled tepflerneſs and love, 
| Amidſt the keeneft anguiſh—-on the earth _ 
Meaſure thy length, thou-wretah accurſt r 
For ever lie, and to theſe woods and wilds 
Howl out thy — madneſs and deſpair. 


HENRICO. 


— 


1 feel, I feel thy eee my + Gan, — 
Cruel event !---yQur-tears, alas ] are juſt-—— 
Then let them flow, and let me mingle mine 
Your guſhing ſorrows may aſſuage your grief, 
This form of rage attemp'ring into peace. 
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— 


Who talks of peace? let phrenzy ſeize my brain —— 
Come, moon-ſtruck madneſs,-with thy glaring eye, 
And clanking chain ; come, ſhoot thy kindling | fires: 
Into my inmoſt ſoul ;---blaſt ev'ry thinking pow'r ;. 
Raze each idea out; tear up at once 

The ſeat of memory no leave me that— 

Still leave me memory, to picture forth 
Conſtantia's lovely form, that I may ſit 

Wich unclad fides, vpon ſome blaſted hee 
And gloat upon her image; —ſee her ſtill, 
See her whole days with fancy's guthing eye, 
And gaze on that alone-—- 


f 


e HENRICO. 


3 - 
w 


Ariſe; my Fried, 7 Pol 22 
18 12 this fatal} a . 


; * 
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P 

And quit chis ſhore ore! r 
But whither turn? — ah! whither fliall I go? 
Where ſhelter me from miſery? this ile + 
Shall be my journey's bound. DD 


Pg 


ENR 
What can't thou mean 2 


FERDINAND? 


Never again to draw the vital aii 
But where my love expird- to feed my foul © © 
With theſe ſad objects, this ſepulchral tale, 
Ev'n to the height of yet unheard-of anguiſh; 

To print my pious kifſes on the rocks; 

To bathe the ground, which her dear footſteps preſe d j. 
With the inceſſant tears of burning anguiſh : 
To-make theſe wilds all yocal with her name, 


Till this cold lifeleſs tongue ſhall moye no more. : 


ox + 
F 


2 


6 Ads Lake vi Steer 
; 7 wb 3. ind $54 3 1 ah PT 
By heav'n; you muſt not think---<- 
FERDINAND: 


* Farewell farewell. 
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Conſult thy happineſs ! ---for ever here 
fate Tm doom'd to ſtay---alas ! Conſtantia !-—- 

o periſh with thy infant here : no friend 
To cloſe thy -haſtly orbs ch pale remains 
On the bare earth expos'd, without the tribute 
Of a fond huſband's tears o'er thy dead aun, jvm 
Without the [aft ſad 1 eee 
I ſtill will raiſe an empty ſepulchre. 
| There ſhall no cold unconſcious marble form 
In mockery of imitated woe 
Bend o'er the fancy'd urn: myſelf will be 
The fad, the penſive, monumental figure, 
Diſtilling real anguiſfi oer the tomb; 


Till waſting by degrees I moulder down,. 
And fink. to — uſt.— 1 15 
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EIT 1e. 


What man could 3 Y 35 
Already you Ve on | 


$] 


— n 


n 295! PER ow os N | 
Prithee, no more-— 251 bi 
I will about it age n e idids Hd B49 
Materials for the — Thither Pl bring 
Whate'er can deck the ſcene---Conſtantia, yes; 
Iwill appeaſe thy diſcontented ſhade; 

Then follow thee to 3 en of cp 
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His vehemence of grief bears down his reaſon. 
He muſt not linger here his ſtay were fatal 
Force will be neceſſary to our boat 

Il haften back, and call ſome truſty friends 
To drag him from this melancholy ſhore, 


. HENRI 0 O glas. 
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End of the Second A C F. 
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The ſame ſcene continues. 


* 8 [4 "Ip . 2 
» . 44 5 7 
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| Enter SyYLviA- 


HRO' the befriending gloom of arching bow'rs, 
Thro' walks, where never ſun- beam pierc'd, at 
length 2 | zi 
e gain'd this deep - encireled vale ah! me! 
J feel ſtrange tremors ſtill ſhe is not here 
Mama !—where can ſhe be? — her mournful taſk 
Waits for her ling'ring hand my deaeſt mother 
She anſwers not —- what noiſe is that ? methought: 
I heard ſome ſteps advancing—'tis my fawn 
+. That ruſtles thro” the foreſt glade—he ſtops 
And looks, then runs, and ftops again to take: 
A-:fearful gaze—he' too perhaps has ſeen 
Theſe unknown beings—yonder lo! he ſtands 
In mute expreſſive wonder—heav'n protect me! 
| E Thro' this cloſe path, that gradual winding up- 
We - Leads on to plains, to woods, and verdant lawns 
| | Emboſom'd in the rock, I'll journey up — — 
j | | 


The day now glows intenſe, but by the rills, 
That thro' embow'ring groves come purling down, 
Toft can lay me, and enjoy each breeze 
That plays amid thoſe craggy ſcenes—a noiſe 
Etom yonder interwoven branches —ha ! woo_©aceee 8 
5 a | "A 
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Ve guardian angels, ſave ie. . 
That thing again 1 ig. JA 


: x 


A co. 
HENRI Co. 


What beauteous form in theſe forlorne abodes. DE 
AitraQte UF wond ring eyes. a „ 


Ty 


SYLVIA. _— 
Ye heav 22 pow! 'rs ! 1 eee, bim. 


HENRI Co. 


I ſwims before my fi ;ekite had er in art, | 
Virgin, or goddeſs---oh ! a goddeſs ſure! — 


Thou goddeſs of theſe manſions !---for thy looks. 
Beam heav'nly radiance, with propitious eats 


* my ſupplication— 


* 


"RI 


Ha Hit ſpeaks —— £4 | 
It * doſt thou mean! eee e 


Li 3 
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HENRICO. 3 
Ob. ry what place, 


— 
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is this.? and what art thou that thus. | f 
Adorn'ſt this lonely manſion ? ?:: on 


SYLVIA. 


Withyou: firſt | ER 
Promife to come no nearer ?- | 


wt we” 4 — 


| HE NR c 
With devods® 2 82 
As true as ever pilgrim offer'd up 
In holy fervor to his _—_ promit 


| SYLVIA. 


. How gentle i its demeanor !—tell me no A D 
What thing thou art? | 


HENRICO. 


One born to tailery =. 3 ; ED 0 "ID ; 855 
A un, whom 7 OS C 8 = 


oY reve | 
A man Art thou a man? 
- HENRle oe | 
Fam —— : 
SYLVIA. 
Oh bear ng —4 man ode me—ſave me 
Runs away. 
HEM 
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HENRICO: 


Nay, ly n me onde impulſe hero 

Bids me purſue—forgive, thou unknown fait, 
That with ſoſt violence I thus preſume © | 
10 force thee meaſurs back thy ſteps again. 4 


1 brings ber bak, 


SYLVIA, 


Force me not thus, inhuman, - barb'rous man 
What have I faid——Oh ! worthy gen' rous man, 
Thus on my, knees J Do bn had” Chew 


me | 
serer ae. 285 bacm—indeed I did not,——, 


* 
4 L 


* 
se . 


HENRICO. 4 


Ariſe, [raiſes her}. thou lovely tenant of theſe woods, 

And let me thus, — thus as befits the man 

Whoſe mind runs o'er with rapture aud ſurprize, © - |. 
Whoſe heart throbs wild with mingled doubt a 


Thus 12 45 worſhip this celeſtial form, 

This heav'nly brightneſs, to my/wdnd'ring eyes 

That ſheds ſuch influence, as when an angel 
Breaks thro' a flood of glory to the ſight, ' 

Of ſome expiring ſaint, and cheers his foul. 


With Oo of diſcloſing heay! un. 
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He Isle to mel how mild his very look 
How loft each word !—are "_ 8 a man? — 


. ©} 3 4 * A 7 4 7 -$? 


BENRIOO. - 1 


Fam r eee * hearts prone. TY: 
To melt at each idea beauty prints | 86 
On his delighted ſenſe; and ſure loch beauty, 
Touch d by che hand of harmony, adorn'd. 
With inexpreſſive graces, well may claim 
M y lowlieſt adoration and wy love. 


— . 


* 


5 SYLVIA. 


Tris ib all is gew i- but ill it has.” 

1 know not what. of charming i in't, that gaing Woe” 
Jpon the liſt'ning ear—If this be falſhood jt 
hen falſhood can aſſume a pleaſing loak. 


* 


ENA 7 
Nos thoſe mantodeyen?- 1 100 


— 


- 


if 


- SYLVIA. 
What would you have? 


N 3 


RENAU 


Oh! if thou. art as gracious, as thou” ct fair, 
Say have you ſeen Conſtantia ? when and where, 
And how * ſhe expire ? = 


: 


* 


SYLVIA 
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. WIA. 


Conſtantia lives 
Why didſt thou ſay expire? my woher lie. 
Lives in theſe bleſt abodes 


HEN RT CO. 


Ah! gentle Sylvia, 

So I will call thee, — daughter. of Conſtantia, 
Oh! fly and find her out—mean time [I'll ſeek 
-Th' afflicted Ferdinand. -;  - : 


SYL VIA 


What doſt thou ſay 1 
Can he, can den bes here? — that falſe, 
Perfidious, barb' TOUS man, — can he be here? 


— 


* 


f 1 
- 
1 5 
* T 1 
HE NRIC O. | 
pt bag — 7 ”. % I — * 
6 * 


He is, my fair; nor within nor falſe | 
Fortune that made himcytetched, could no more. 
Anon you'll Know the whole; to waſte a moment 
In conf'rence now, and longer to.ſuſpend. , 

The meeting of this pair, who now in 290% 
Bemoan their os Tr. bees Me | 


4 > 
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5 SEV TA. 


But mw I truſt him? wh ke do her bam 85 
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n ENRICO. 
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| He wou's my buran an. e 
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Ts he like you? — FF 
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His goodneſs far tranſcends Do 


a er N 
1 85 : 5 3 
TU venture to ON. "I go together. 
\ HENRICO:. | N 


Oh! Lanai ard ex- er cer; er 1 Sages 
Soft accents warbling from thy vermeil lip, "7% 
Watch thy mild-plancing eye; behold how grace, 
Whate'er you do, which ever way you bend, 
Guides each harmonious movement; but this hour 
Is friendſhip's due; then let us inftant fly i 
Thro' diff rent paths thou to ſeek out C e 
And 1 to find her huſband--baply ſo | 
Their meeting will be ſpeedief-farewellf 1 5 N 
5 5 7 
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I "I him to this very ſpot--adieu ! 
For à ſhort interval wien, my | ſove.!, 


SYLVIA | 


Farewell !——another vod what D door 
name? 


. * * 4 


HE ENR 1 Cc O. 
| Tairexcellence, Heniico I: am nt.” 
= | 8 Y L vi 1A. 


Pry do not tary longs Henrico —— e 
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1 8 FORT 8 
I cannot tall; | | 

But as you're leaving-me, each ſtep. you more, 
My ſpirits ſink; a melancholy gloom 


Darkens the ſcene around, ani [ methinks | LIN 85 
Helpleſs in ſolitude am left again 


| To wander all alone a dreary e 
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HEN RICO. 
Oh ! I will come again, thou angel fweetneſs ! . 
Yes, I will come, and at that lovely ſhrine s 
Pour out my adoration and my vows. 


Yes, I will come, to part from thee no more; * 
A moment now farewell — 111 
[Eis 


* 7 1 ; 
EA = 1 
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SYLVIA alone... 


* * 


Farewell be ſure you keep your word He's gone, 
And yet is with me ſtill—abſent I hear 
And ſee him in his abſence—ſtill his looks | 
Beam with mild dignity, and ſtill his voice 
Sounds in my ear delightfu[—whit it means, . bh 
This new-born ſenſe, this wonderful emotion, | 
Vnfelt till now, and mix'd of pain and joy, 
I cannot gueſs—how my heart flutters in me | 
FH not perplex myſelf with vain oonjecture: > 
Whate'er the cauſe, th' effect, I feel, is pleaſing. 
[Conflantia is heard ſinging within the ſcenes. 
Oh! heav'ns! what noiſe it is my mother's voiced — - 
Again ſhe pours her melancholy forth, 
As ſweetly plaintive as when ſad Philomel, 
Beneath ſome poplar ſhade, bemoans her young, « 
And fitting penſive on the lonely b6uyh, 
Her eye with forrow dimm'd, ſhe tunes her dirge, 
Warbling the night away, w bile all m—_—_ 
The vocal woodland, and each hill and dale 
Ring with her griefs | harmonious—hark ! that way 


It ö * na rs direct „ e 
8 5 bern. | 
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A 4 fhort ſong is heard within the ſcenes, then enter 
| ConSTANTIA : 


From walk to walk, from glade to glade, oer all 
The ſea-girt iſle, o'er ev'ry mountain's top, 
I roam from place to place; but oh; no place 
Affords relief to me—the ſun now leads | 
The ſultry hours, and from his burning ray 

Each living thing retires ; yet I endure 
His fierceſt rage. The fever in my mind 

Heeds not external circumſtance, and time 
Withholds his medicina laid—the trees, 

And rocks themſelves his pow'rful influence own ; ' 
—All but my grief—that, each ſucceeding day 
Sees in my heart freſh bleeding as at firſt. | 
Delay not thus, ye cruel fates, but come 
And wrap me in eternal reſt. — Till then 

Let me purſue my melancholy taſk. 

. [Warks at the inſcription. 


Enter FerRDINAND. 


FERDINAND. 


Away with their i]|-tim'd, officious care. 

I'll none of it—'tis cruelty, not friendſhip— 
'Tis mifery protracted, tis with art, 

Inhuman art, to lengthen out the life | 
Of him who groans in torment—no=—-they never ſhall 
Compel 'me back to a baſe world again ! 
Pre liv'd enough my courſe is ended here—- 
For here Conſtantia lies—ye heav'nly pow'rs! 
What means upon yon conſecrated ground 
That viſionary form, with — arm 


And 


* 
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And — ſteel, that ſeems i in act to carve 


5 * * one ?— | 
r 
What is't I hear !—a voice! : | | 
A groan !—from whence—ha ! ee HER 
| 5 ([sðceing Ferdinand. 
7 E. R DI N A N D. 


Tis, it is her ohoſt N 
Her diſcontented ſhade that hovers Kill . 
About this place. 


CONSTAN TIA. 


Avaunt, thou air-drawn ſhape | 
Of that, * — 5 away. 


8 FERDINAND: 


Leave me not thus 
Oh! ever gracious, ever gentle, ſay— 
Tis gone — in ſullen filence gone 2k 


Enter Hen RICO. 


HENRIOO. 


; Quick 15 05 find bim, to his raptur'd-ear ; 
[Laying bold Y Fer dinand. 
Give the delightful idings—ka! 


F ER. 
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reeiravn, 


And thus 
' Liink at once and follow my belor d, 
5 [Fall into Henrico's arms. 


7 1 H ENR IC O. 


Er fants—he faints— the chilling dews of death: 
Diſtil thro' ev'ry pore—my Ferdinand, 
Awake, ariſe, and hear the joyful ſounds 
Of 'happineſs reftor'd—His eyes unfold 
Io ſeek fair day-light, and now Cloſe again. 

As if * ſicken'd at the view ... 


FERDINAND. 
Forbear, F 
And let me die l- N 


HEN RICO. 


Conſtantia lives —ſhe lives ; 
Once more to fold thee in her warm embrace. - 


FERDINAND. 


I ſaw her fleeting 8 and pale 
It vaniſh'd from * ſight — — 


7 


. % 1 
* » 
* 1 * = * 
4 1 4 
. 8 f 2 

. — — 

n * * 

5 


52 The DrsrRr ISLAND. 


coNSTANTIA. 


Haunt me not thus . 
'l hou cruel tyrant form ! 


| {Coming to herſelf 


HENRICO. 


Whence is that voice? 
Oh heav'ns— Conſtantia there ! 
tranc'd 


Lies ſtretch'd upon the ground. 


ſhe too en- 


FERDINAND. 
Where is Conſtantia? 
Oh let me fly to her embrace — tis ſhe 


It is my wife - it is Conſtantia !—- ſtill, 
— Ob! ye" of bliſs? — ſhe (till ſurvives 


coNSTANTIA. 


Tis mere illuſion all; — the falſe creation 
Of ſame deceitful dream 


FERDINAND. 


*Tis real all 5 . N 
Again I fold her thus ——— the known embrace 
Hath thrilPd its wonted tranſport to my heart. 

My life, 25 ſoul, thy Ferdinand is come. 


' CONSTANTIA. 


And com'ſt thou then, inhuman as thou art, 


Com' 4 thou again to wreak thy falſhood on we 5 | 
* E R- 
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FERDINAND. 


| By heav'n I ne'er was falfe—dath not my joys 


With thy unkind ſuſpicion of my love; 
While thus tranſported far above the lot” 

Of human bliſs, I preſs my lips to thine, 
Inhaling balmy ſweets, and all my ſoul 
Runs o'er with joy, with * and delight. 


.CONSTANTIA.. 


Did'ſ thou not meanly leave me here a prey? 


FERDINAND: 
And can Conſtantia deem me then ſo baſe? 


Can ſhe believe me ſuch a vile betrayer? 


2 thou; 


C ONSTANT IAI. 


Ons this unhoſpitable ſhore - 


Left as I wag ———— 


FERDINAND? 


Oh! miſery! — thou we're by 
While I was dragg'd by an ;nfidiourband 1 
= 00 pyrates, ſavage blood-hounds! into bondage. 
But witneſs heavn !—witneſs ye midnight hours 
That heard my ceaſeleſs groans, how her dear image 
Grew to-my very heart! — 


/ — 


CONSTAN TIA. 


And haſt thou ben N - 


Been doom'd to 2 * 
ONE, C3. 


> 
| 3 ; 
. , 4 7 


FER.. 
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pen din ns 
I have. er Maß ods ln "te 
| _-CAN8STANTIA. 
And 2 „ 15 | 
This long, long time beneath oppreſſion's hand? 


5 TERDINAND. > 
Eier fince theſe eyes have gaz'd delighted on thee, 
The bitter draught of miſery was mine. 

CONSTANTIA. 
And wert thou true indeed ? 
FERDINAND. 
By beav'n I was. | 
: CONSTANTIA. 
And have I then accus'd thee ?—have I pour'd 
A thouſand ftrong complaints againſt thee ?—called 
High judging heav'n to witneſs to my wrongs, 
Told all theſe wilds, theſe rocks, theſe wood-crown'd 
hilts : „ 
Of injur d truth and violated lore?x 
Falſely I talk'd, unjuſtly | complain'd. 
Oſ injur'd truth and violated love. 
My Ferdinand was true—again tis giv'n 
With his lov'd form to glad theſe eyes, to ruſh. 
With eager tranſport to his fond embrace, 
To cling around his neck, and growing to him 
Pour the warm tears of rapture and of love. 
| pus. + They embrace. 


o — 


Enter 8 VL VIA. 

FLY : n | 
I heard my mother's voice - what do I ſee ?- 

In a man's arms! embracing and embrac'd ! 

FERDINAND. 


Ts that my Sylvia ?—oh ! it muſt be ſo- 15 
My child, my child ſurvives!—ſurvives to take 
„ 1 A raptur'd 
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A raptur'd father's bleſſing, and o erpay 
His ſuff rings paſt, by his exceſs of joy, 
This interview of mingled tears and kifſes  _ 
| | - 2  [Embraces Ber. 
en & +4 VLA; 1 POE 
How gentle his deportment too! I feel 
A ſoft attraction bind my ſoul to his. 
Mama, are theſe the men, whom you deſcrib'd. 
Inexorable, cruel, fell deceivers ? — | 


CONSTANTIA. 
F was deceiv'd myſelf, my child; for truth, 
Honour, and love, and conſtancy are theirs. 
now have proof of unexampled goodneſs. 


SYLVIA. 


Indeed I ſtrongly thought you wrong'd em much, 
When firſt Henrico met my wond'ring eyes. 


FERDINAND. 
Henrico-is my- friend, my beſt, Conſtantia;. 
And thou hereafter ſhalt know all his virtues. 
SYLVIA. : 
And ſhall I know him. too? 


HE NR ICO 

Thou ſhalt; —and I „ : 
Will live thy ſlave, if thou wilt deign to love me. 
ids 8 
Love you know not what you mean by love; 
But if with pleaſure to behold thee; ij 
Jo hang upon thy words.; to mourn thy abſence; 

With joy to meet again, and feel my heart 
Form new deſires, and wiſt it knows not what, 


If that be love—I do already love you 
I love you better chan my fawn. | 


HEN. 
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 HENRICO. 


How ſweet 
The voice of innocence — oh! 5 malt "OM 


_— My friend will ſmile e thou fair nymph, . 


Shalt be my-bride - | 
SY 1 v IA. 
Your bride. | what s that? 
. e 95 
8 Y EL VIA 


: No, fir, not that—1 crave your pardon there 
l beg to be excus'd—I do not chuſe / 
To be l ft helpleſs on a deſert ifland. 


 CONSTANTIA: 


Thy father did not leave me, Sylvia; —n03—— 
He could not prove deliberately falſe. 8 
His heart was unſuſceptible of fraud. — — 
Anon y ou know 1 it all: | 


HENRICO: 


Mean time, my fair, 
Baniſh thy fears; and let me with this kiſs 


On the white ſoftneſs of this lovely hand, 
For ever dedicate my heart. 
| 1 Y.L V IA: 
Oh! heavns ! | 4 
What muſt 1 5 Mama? — 
CON 8 Ty A N Tf A: 


Requite his love 


3 


With fair return of * — ä 1 
== |  S$'Y.I-. 


9 
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Muſt I do fo! 5 
The taſk appears not 3 yes; | 
To thee I can refign myſelf—but tell me; 

Wilt thou ne'er leave me? wilt thou ever r here 

Fix thy abode ? 


HENRICO. 


| No ;———we'll convey thee hence, 
Io the ſoft influence of a milder clime : 
There, like a flow'r tranſplanted, thou-ſhalt min, 


And ne'er regret this warmer ſouthern ſky, 
But thrive and ripen, to the wond'ring world 
Unfolding all thy ſweets to higher bloom. 


SYLVIA = = 
What place is that ?—and whither will ye bear me? 
FERDINAND. 
To thy dear native ſoil—to England, love. — 
SYLVIA. 


"HENRICO. 


Ves! the land of beauteous dames; | 
Mongſt whom thy matchleſs excellence ſhall mine 
With undiminiſh'd radiance, and exert | 
Its gentle pow'r, by innocence endear'd, 

By virtue heighten'd, and by modeſt truth 


To England ! E- 


Attemper'd to ſuch ſweetneſs, that each fair 


With unrepining heart, and glad conſent 
Shall own thy rival claim ; and ev'ry youth 
Touch'd by the graces of thy native beauty, 


Shall join to make thy form the public care. 


SYLVIA 


1 cannot quit this iſland ; cannot leave | N 
- Theſe woods, theſe lawns, theſe hills and  deegning . 


| vales, 
Theſe ſtreams oft bed each well known debt e 
Where hand in hand with innocence I've ſtray's, 
And tafted joys ſerene as in the air, | 
Ia pants upon yon trembling leaves. 


FER- 
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* \ 


PER DINAND: 


= Such joys. 

For hes ſhall, bloflom i in thy native ln 
And new delights ariſe.— There culttr'd fields 
Wave with the golden harveſt ; commerce pours: 
Each delicacy forth; there ſtately domes 
AttraQ the wond'ring eye; there cities ſwarm: | 
With buſy throngs intenſe, and ſmiles around: 
A ſcene of aQive, cheerful, ſocial life. 
Thither I'll lead thee, lwect— RT 


8 * LV IA. 

And yet my 8 

Miſgives me much does not contention there; 
And civil-di'cord render life a ſcene © 

Of care, and toil, and ſtruggle ?— does not war 
From foreign nations oft invade the land, 

With all his train of N 3 


FERDINAND: 


'Thy lovel y fears are groundleſs---ours the land 
Where inward peace diffuſes ſmiles around, 
And ſcatters wide her bleſſings— there a king. 
(My friend comes later thence, and tells me all). 
There reigns a happy venerable king 
Diſpenſing juſtice and maintaining laws. 
That bind alike his people and himſelf; - 
From that ſource liberty and ev'ry claim 
A free-born people boaſt, flow equal on 
And harmonize the ſtate ; while in the ere 
And calm decline of life our monarch ſees 
A royal grandſon ſtill to higher luſtre 
Each day expanding ; emulous to trace 

is grandſire's ſteps, to copy out his actions z. 
And bid the ray of freedom onward ſtretck 
To ages N unborn. 
. . SIL. 


— 


— 
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SYLVIA.. 


And do the people 
'Know their own 7a bapphieſF 2 


FERDINAND. 


5 They do, my ee 


Pleavd they behold their native ibn eu d ; 
Their commerce guarded, and the uſeful arts, 
That raiſe, that ſoften, and embelliſh life, 


All to perfection riſing. With a ſenſe 


Ol their own bleſſing touch d, with one conſent 
They pour their treaſures, and exhauſt their blood 
In their king's righteous cauſe ; and Albion thus 
Raiſes her envied head; thus ev'ry threat 


Of foreign force, each menace of invaſion 
From a vain, vanquiſh'd, diſappointed foe, 


Like broken billows on her craggy clifts, 


Shall murmur at ker feet in vain. — 


SYLVIA. 


Mechinks 


I long to ſee this place. 


FERDINAND. 


My Sylvia, yes, 


Thou ſhalt return--+propitious gales in invite---- | 


Come then, Conſtantia---6h-! what mix'd emotions 
Heave in this boſom at the fight of thee ? 
l ; : C O N- 5 
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CONSTANT IA. 
I too run o'er with ecſtacy of joy 
And tears muſt ſpeak my happineſs---I long 
Io utter all my fond, fond thoughts; --to tell 
The ſtory of my woes, and hear of thine; | 
While at each word our hearts ſhall melt within us, 
And thrill with grief, with tenderneſs, and love. 


FERDINAND. 


The tale ſhall ſerve us in our future hours 

Of tender intercourſe, to ſweeten pain, 
Jo calm adverſity, and teach our fouls 

To bend in love, in gratitude, and praiſe 

To the All-good on high, who thus befriends 

The cauſe of innocence ; who thus rewards | 

Our ſuffering conſtancy ; whoſe hand, tho' ſow, 
Thus leads to rapture thro” a train of woe. 


